A b Ballad of the Ladics Fall, 


D eclaringhow a Gentl woman through hertov much trult came whey en, 


and how her Lover {kw himſelfe. 


— 
ko we 
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The tune of, In Peſcod time, 


Wo well mp heavy wlefall Tale. Thel little babe fr Fo tn fs mp womb; ; 


you lopall Lovers d, 
And hedfully bear in your Kratt, 
a gallent Ladies fall. | 
Long was ſhe wo d, e re ſle was won 
to lead a wedded life ; ; 
But folly w2ought her overſ3olp, 
befozs ſhe was a Wife, 
To ſoon alas ſhe gave conlint, 
to peeld unto his will, 
Though hee pꝛoteſted ſo be true 
and fafthfull to her till, 
She felt har body altered quite, 
ber bzight hue waxed pal: , 


to hear the Fathers nice, 


2 . — 10 50 t , 
my corte. 2 
1 come my = -crfoun; y vom, 
and wed me out of hang: 


O leave me not i theſe extreame, 
in grief e apes to sd. 

Think on thy fozmer p203:ife maor, 
thy rows and De th- crchone, 

Remember with what bitter fcars 
to me thou mad'ft tip mean; 

Cenvcy me to ſome fecret place, 
and martp me with ſped, 


Mer fair ted cheeks <ang'dcolour while, Oz with thy Rapier end my life, 


her ſtrength began to fail, 

Do that with many a ſezrovfull ſigh, 
thts bsauteous maiden milz; 

With grieved heart perceivd her ſelf 
to be conceivẽd with <th, 

Sbe kept it from her Fathers ſight, 
ſo cloſc as cloſe might be, 

And ſo put on her ſilken Gowr, 
none might her ſwellifngſee, 


Unto her Lover ſecretly - 
fic did her ſelfe bewzap 
And walking with dim hand fn hand, 
theſe woꝛds to him did ſap. 
Behold ſaid ſhe a Watds diftreſs, 
my Love b2ought to thy Bow, 
Behold J $9 with chil by thx, 
though none thereof do kg. 


e're further ſhame pzoced. 

Alas mo veareft Love quath he 
mp greateſt joy on earth. 

KWhich way can A convey the hence 
without a ſudden death. 

Thy friends they be of high degre, 
and Jot mean eſtate; 

Full hard it is to get thœ fozth 
out of thy fathers cate. 


Dꝛead not thy ſelf to ſave my fame, 
and ff thou taken be, 

Pp ſelf will tcp bet weren the ſg 
and take the harm on me, 

So hall J ſcape dfſhonour quite, 
it ſo I ſhouid be lain. ” 

V hat could thep ſap but that trup 
did nk a Ladies tans, 
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Js tear not anp (further harm, 
my ſelt will to devise, 

That J wi:! go aten) with thee, 
uuſen ot mortal oper, 

Dil guiſed like tome pꝛet'p Page, 
J le met the in the dark. 

And all ale ie Jleiems to thæ 
hd bo my Fathers Park. 

And there guoth he 2'le meet my lose, 
it God 1ci:d me like, 

And this day month without all fail, 
A wi'l make the mp wit, 

Then With a ſwer an loving kiZe, 
they parted Pzcſentiy ; 

And at their partir betta writs, 
ſtod in cach others eye. 

At length the wiſhed day was ceme, 
whereas this lovely maid, 

Wit h lovely epes vm ſtrange attire, 
foz her true lover ſtaid. 

ruhen anie perſon ſhe eſpi'd 
tome riding over the plain, 

She thought it was her olwn true lobe, 
but all her jopes were vain. 


Then did ſhe wer p and ſoze bewail 

her moſt unhappy ſtate, 

Then did ſhe ſpeak theſe welull wozds 
when ſuccourleſſe ſhe ſate. 

O falſe fo;\wopn ana faithleſce wetch, 
diſlop all to thy Love: 

Haſt t hon foꝛgot thy pꝛomiſe made, 
and wilt thou perjur'd pꝛove. 

And haſt thou now fo. faken me, 
in this my ſad diſtreſs; 

To end mp dates in open (hams, 
which thou mightit well redzeTe 

Wo worth the the time J did believe 
thet flattering tongue of thine, 

Would Go? that J had never len 
the tears of thy falſe eyne. 

Anz thas with manic a ſozrowfull ſigh 
homeward (ye weat amain, 

Noreft time in her watrte cies, 
che felt ſuch bitter pain. 
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In travell ſtrong t hop fell that night, 
with manp a bitter thzow. 
What wokull pangs thee felt that night, 
doth each good woman know. 
She calle? fez her waiting Maid, 
that lap at her beds fort ; 
Abs muiing at her miftreCe wo, 
did laſt begin to weep, 
ep not quoth ye but cut the dog}, 
and windows round about; 
Let ro e bewail my wretched caſe, 
but keep ail perſons out. 
O Piſtriſs call pour mother dear, 
of women pou have need: 
Ind ot tome 9kilculi mio toes help, 
the better may pou ſpeed : 
Call not my Pother foz thy life, 
no2 call no women here, 
The Pidwi ves help comes now to late, 
mp death J do not fear. 
With that t he babe ſpzung in her womb, 
no creatoux being nfah, 
And witha ſigh that bꝛoke her heart, 
this gallant Dame did die, 
This living little infant poun g, 
the Pother being dead, 
Reſign d ft's new receved bꝛeatb, 
to him that had him made. 
Next mezning came her Lover true, 
affrighted at this news, 
And he foz ſozrow flew himſelk, 
whom each eue did accule, 
The Pother with the new bo2n babe, 
was both laf2 in one grave, 
Thetr parents overcome with wo, 
no jop of them could have, 
Take herd pou dainty Damſells all, 
of flattering wozds beware, 
And of the honour of pour name 
have pu a ſpectall care; 
Zo true this ſtoꝛ ie fs, 
as marie one can tell, 
By others harms learn to be wiſe, 
and thou halt do fu | well. 
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